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HJAROLD ST.ANLEY, reporter fo*
a No York daily, owne by hos

fath, Is i. love With Florence
Montrose, daughter of Dr. Montroe,
ieko has spent his life perfecting a
inachine to rejuvenate Asmety.
Rtanley has been working on the mys
terious murder of fourteen weaIthp
Veto Yorkers, each strangled by a
being of supernatural power. The
first view of the murderer is ob-
tained by Florence Montrose, wohen
Stanley's father is made the victim
of the $f7teenth Crimson Stain usur-
der in her home. In an attempt to
put Stanley out of the tray because
he has raised a hue and cry over his
'ather'. death, Pierre Ia Rue, the
slayer, runs into Florence and die-
oers that she recognizes him. La
Rue's man Tanner kidnaps Florence.
Stanley runs the flying auto down
only to fnt th-at the girl has been
Put into a hypnotic trance and can
-tell nothing. As Dr. Montrose
tratches Florence, Pierre La Rue
'omes in. Under the spell of La
Rue's gaze. Florence site up. Dr.
Vontrose becomcs enraged and
'Arours a jardiniere at La Rue. It
.'ranl.thes through a door. The shock
be-as the hypnotic spell.
Hiram Lent, teho has alicays kept

orge suns of money in his home, is
murder'i by the Crimson Stain.
Floren'e gets es note in Stanley's
"critin' soyinq he to in trouble at
the Lent house. Sh, obeys the im-
ploring summons to come and just as
.e is to bp left in the Lent house to
he hfotrn tip by Tanner she i rescued
by Stanley.

CHPATER IV.
The Mysterious Disappearance.

AnROLD STAINLEY, two
days later, was about to
leave his office for the after-
noon, when Florence Mont-
rose's card was brougbt to

him.
The girl came in, bringting with her

an elusive atmosphere of youth and
loveliness that seemed to illumine the
dingy little workaday offce.

"I've been shopping," she told
Stanley as he hurried forward to wel-
come her. "And rve stopped in, for
a second, on my way uptown, to see
if there is any clue yet to the ex-

plosion at the Lent house or to poor
o!d Mr. Lent's death. It's all taken
such a strange hold on mel I can't
wait for tomorrow's paper- to read
about It. Is there anything new?"
1fe," he returned. -Worse luckl In

these Crimson Stain cases. there's
never anything new, so far as we in-
vestigators are concerned. The Crim-
son Stain supplies us with 'something
new' all the time, in the shape of
fresh outrages. But we are too stu-
pid to expose or even check them."
He spoke bitterly: with a sense of

almost hopeless defeat. And the girl
was roused to quick sympathy at him
ohagrin.
"You're doing splendidly," she maid.

"No one could do more. The whole
state is talking about the Examin-
er's wonderful crusade against the
Crimson Stain. I read your editorial
this morning, too-the editorial flay-
ing Parrish for not doing more. It
was perfectly fine, Harold. I'm sure
it will spur him to-"
"To hating the Examiner, "finished

Stanley. "That's about all the good
It will do, I'm afraid. The police
department in general, is doing the
very best it can; and doing a lot bet-
ter than the police departments of
most other cities could: but this man,
Parrish, who has in'ernational fame
as a dateive, and to whon the city
Is paying It' m' nov clear up the
Crimson i' Myster--he seems to
be doing no'hmrnc And I was glad of
a chance to say so in print."

t sh I cl do sontething to
help!" sh. sighed. "A woman is so
helpless:"

A voman.' h- con'rnlicted, "is
about the ra e el p-rs''nage in
all the unilvem A ni tiere is some-
thing you il.b

"You r""m'iinr Cr',' detail of the
Crinson 9'ain nar' face. vou Fay-
the, man wio "' nt:7.id you. And
you saw n- - mr er of the gang,
ton. I dr m-n-., thiff-ur who
cnme to vi w tln' forged note
from rne: the one W'oe body was
found after thi exrpla-on. I mean
the man who w wtine at the Lent
houso fer vo- the n-an who tried
to bind '-onn an-1s. Youl cst surel,
remer-her 1< f-r . tens

"Indiece. I dl "' sheo sa id with a
remiinsco- se:.i lr "ti know him

- gain any-whet's."
Ten ac.-r von nrO out of

doors keep a lnnkout for the Crimn-
-on s'nin 'ran andI for that leuten-
ornt of 1.5 SO"'rch the faces in every
rot'. If yn' I men to se eie

e*' ' ' ,' redt polieman
.d g've himt' o'cu,-itody-. If there
no pma i'- *.e. ,Ntnw them

, 'd istair'e to w' alever house they
,.;c- Ao '-On ttehan me, at
i-n' 'eo Hlving souil,

'-'side '0ne Its-f. who can rep-
r 's, of that gang's nmlmbers.

d,'on ''s ou're 'telptess.' You
;v -o,'e 'n be the most valuable

-dwe h's t WiiI you remember?"
Ves" she cried eagerly. "Oh, yes!

W'uldn't It be wonderful If I could
26one of them for voul I'm going
h-e on the lookout every minute.
Ipromise."
Ha"otld S'an!*~y's private office had

'wo doors-one leadinc into the city
-oomn of the Examiner, the other
titto a short corridir thait ended at

HOROSCOPE.
The stars inlne, litt do not comp.I"

Sunday, Septemuber 24, 19lies.
Astrologo' fInds tIl to te a guleot day

that Is rather favorable. Mercury, Jupi-
ter. Saturn and the Sun,' are atl in ben-
et.' aspet"-.
The sway' should lie fortlunate for all

who stpeak from publec platformns. Min-
isters and lecturers should benefit

Noveliz
from thbe

"You're - you're
surely not going to

,-to do IT here?'

the building's elevator shaft Alongthis corridor, at the moment Florence
Montrose's card was handed to Stan-
ley, Detective Parrish was striding.
Early In the Crimson Stain cru-

sade Stanley had given orders that
Parrish or any police official should
be permitted to enter his office by
this latter route without an instant's
delay.
Parrish was availing himself of

this permission. But, as his hand
was on the knob of the office door.
he paused; the sound of voices from
within the room reaching him with
almost perfect distinctness. lie stood
there, listening to Stanley's talk with
Florence Montrose. Presently Par-
rish stole away fron the door and
returned to the elevator. But-per-
hape on impulse--he was back again
in the hallway five minutes later.
FlorWce was just saying good-by

to Harold as the detective arrived.
As moon as she had gone Parrish
stamped unannounced into the priv-
ate office.
"Look hee. Mr. Stanley!" he

growled angrily and with no other
salutation, "I read that roast on me
in this morning's Examiner. And I
want to tell you right now that you're
got to stop hammering me in print.
Understand that? You've got to stop
it."

"Certainly. Mr. Parrish," was Stan-
ley's unexpectedly meek reply. "The
attacks on you shall be stopped at
once if you really wish it-"

"I dot"
"On just one condition," pursued

Harold. "On condition that you do
what the city is hiring you to do and
show some real activity in solving the
'Crimson Stain Mystery.'"
"Activity?" fumed Parrish. "Aln't

I working day and night? I-"
"Yes," acceded Stanley, "you are.

You are 'running around in circles,
making a noise like an earnest work-
er'-and you're actually doing noth-
ing. I've been watching you, Mr.
Parrish, and I've been having you
watched.
Stanley was interrupted by an office

boy, who brought a card to him.
Glancing at it, he said to the boy:
'Bring Mr. Clayton in here."
Parrish, at the sound of the new

guest's name, grunted a surly good-by
and left the office as he had come.

Ie slammed the door shut behind
him and stamped noisily down the
hail toward the elevator. But at the
fourth stride he halted and softly
came back to the door, stooping with
his ear close to the keyhole.
"I'm going up to Vanya Tosca's flat

for afternon tea," Clayton said after
shaking hands with Stanley. "I
dropped in to see if you'd go there
'ith me."
"No. thanks," was Stanley's curt

answer. "I don't care to."
"Why not?" demanded Clayton,

wondering at the other's manner.
'Frankly," replied Harold, "be-

cause I do't like her and I don't trust
her. I've heen putting two and two
together this past day or so and it
serns to w' there's something fishy
ahut her presence in your studio
both those times you were uncon-
scious. She--"
"Nonsensp!" declared Clayton. "The

first time she came there after I'd
b,-n knocked out, and she found me
and brought me to my senses. The
so-ond time I just keeled over from
reaction, as a resuit of the brain con-
cussion I'd had. That sort of thing
often happens. She brought me to,
again. I tell you, Stanley, you're
misu'rging a noble woman. And I
tell you I don't like it I know her
hetter than you do. And-and I'm
not ashamed to say I'm pretty deep
in love with her."
"I'm sorry, old man," answered

Htar'Trl, genuine sadness in his voice.
"Recause t don't think she's worthy
of you. And t don't think she loves
you."
"Why don't you think she loves

mn?" queried Clayton. hotly.
'Twice, this past week, I've seen

her with Truxton Latnhert. Once In
his big limousine, and onee-"
"Truxton Lamhert? Who's he?
"I thought you knew him. He's a

mnahnul'tlt-town, of a peculiarly ob..
ie(tlon-able type. Made his pile in
diamoondt-smuggllng. The 'Diamond
King' they call him. He is enor-
mtously rich. And his repuation is
ab out as rotten as any man's could
to. without landing him in jail. No
decent wonman can afford to be seen
with hInm."
"I'm going to tell her, then," said

Clayton, "what kind of a man he is.
She doesn't know, I'm sure. And I'm
just as sure she isn't Interested in
him. Or in any other man but me.
I'm going up there now. I know she
can explain. And. outt of common
fairness to her. I want you to come
along and hear'her explanation. You
owe it to her. And to me. I--"

lrognosticated. These will arouse oppo-

sition.
Protestants and Catholic's may

have sorious controversies concerning

'questions touching the public weal.

Appeals for charity or for philanthropic

enterprises should be uinusally successful

while this configuratlon prevails.
The rule i, fortunate for the aged end

fame for financier who does a heroic

deed is predk'ted.
Canada has stilt a sign foreshadowing

prosperity. Forces that presage tre-
moendous changes are centering there.
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"I Can't go UID there with you,"
OaM Harold. "I've some work down-
town. that I have to attend to be-
fore I go home. But if you Insist on
such a foolish thing, I'll meet you
at her apartment In about half an
hour. though I don't like the Idea
of doing it. It's useless. And she
will hate me for warning you against
her. Good-by, old -chap."
In an incredibly short time after.

ward, Pierre La Rue was calling up
Vanya's apartment and issuing curt
directions.

"I've sent word to Tanner," he said,
"to let Florence Montrose get a
glimpse of him. on her way uptown,
and to let her keep him in sight till
he goes Into your apartment-house.
See that the hallboy is out on some
errand for you. I'll be there within
ten minutes too, as we planned. So,
phone Lambert to come, on any pre-
text you like. He's ripe, and this is our
time. Tell him you're in flaancial
trouble and ask him to bring along
all the money-in cash, not check--
he can lay his hands on at such short
notice. And the necklace he promised
you. Be sure to get him. I'll leave
the details of the trap to you."
"You're-you're surely not going to

-to do IT here? Not here at my
apartment?" faltered Vanya. "Think
of the danger, and-"
"The danger will be nothing at all,"

interrupted La Rue. "I'm not going
to use the finger necklace. He is go-
ing to be killed by some one else-
some other way."
Florence Montrose drove slowly

uptown in her little roadster. From
eide to side, In such moments as she
did not need all her attention for the
guiding of her car, her dark eyes
roved, searching the faces of pedes-
trians and other car occupants. The
thought that she alone could he of
service to the man she cared for in
this campaign he was so fiercely wag-
ing rejoiced her. And she resolved to
spend hours every day in the search.
Far uptown, where street and side-

walk trafle had begun to grow much
thinner, her gaze fell upon a man
who was strolling toward her on the
left side of the street.
At once, Florence recognized the

man who had confronted her in the
Lent house. She stared more closelv
at him. There could be no mistake.
Apparently he did not see her, for

'e walked straight on, with no ef-
fort at concealment. Florence let
him walk past her. Then she turned
the roadster and slowly followed him.
Then Tanner turned in at a side

street and stopped in front of an
apartment house. ie looked furtively
to left and right, as though fearful
he might be seen entering; then,
cautiously, he slipped into the build-
ing.

Florence left her car at the curb, a
half-hlock below, and went on to the
apartment house on foot. She glanced
into the front hail. It seemed de-
serted. Thinking she might learn
from the hallboy into which apart-
ment the man had gone, she stepped
into the ill-lighted hall.
Instantly, a coat was thrown over

her head from behind, binding her
and muffing her cries. Her arms
were swathed and helpless in the gar-
ment's heavy folds. She felt herself
picked up and carried rapidly for-
ward.

Tnto Vanya Rosca's apartment ran
Tanner, with his struggling burden.
"There!" he panted, breathless with

exertirn, "That's done."
"Is she-? Did you-? questioned

Vanya-
"No," nid Tanner. "She's alive. I'm

leaving her there till Pierre comes.
TIe told rme to."

"He'll be here any minute, "Vanya
replied, nervously, "And so will Trux-
ton Lambert. Better get out of the
way. T wish to heaven I could! This
pretty flat of mine will be a sham-
bles," she added, with an uncontrol-
lable shudder,
."Lamhert? You mean the 'Diamond

King' chap that La Rue has been
having you dazzle so's we could get
him where we want hima? He's going
to finish him here? If a man's found
In your fiat with the finger-necklace
marks on his throat--"
"He won't he. The blame will be

ehlfted. I don't know just now. It's
all horrible, And Harold Stanley's
coming hers, too."
"H'm!I" commented Tanner, "FEven

as sharp a guy as Pierre will have his
hands full with an afternoon's pro-
gram like that, But think of the
cleverness of him, Lambert, Stanley,
Florence Montrose-ali thlree in one
smash. And without the finger neck-
lace! Well, let Pierre play a lone
hand on It. It's too big a job tor' me
to butt in on. without orders. I'm
glad to be out of it."
She led the way down the flat's long

hail. toward the kitchen, Robert
Claytoft at the same moment arrived
at the apartment's front door. Vanya

the winter and scienifie feeding with due
regard to nutritive values will become
a fad.
The appearance ot new types of the

varIous races is indicated by the stars.
These will vary greatly and will reveal
extremes of beauty and ugliness, weaK-
ness and strength.
College. and schools will direct more at-

tention to chaarecter building than form-
eriy, If th estars are read aright. This
and vocational training wIll be foremost
in aromrassiva mn~s.e a a.gi-M ...
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had neglected to shut it tightly when
she admitted Tanner and Florence.
It had swung ajar.
One of the Idiotic impulses that

Infest the brains of otherwise sane
men- when they are in love, now oc-
curred to Clayton. Without ringing
the bell- he slipped noiselessly into
the apartment, closing the door be-
hind him, and made his way to the
living-room. Vanya. was not there.
He passed through the curtains

into an alcove beyond. and drew the
curtains together behind him. Stand-
ing there, he opened his mouth to
call Vanya preparing to enjoy her
surprise at hearing his voice and not
seeing him.
His lips parted, but no word was

spoken. For at that instant the
door bell rang. Clayton heard Van-
va's light step come along the hall.
He heard her open the front door
and, with an excla.mation of delighted
welcome, led a visitor Into the liv-
ing-room.
Clayton peered through a tiny gap

In the curtain. Vanya was entering
the living-room, talking with gay ant-
mation to an overdressed, animal-
faced man, who stared at her in evi-
dent worship.
A throb of hot jealousY tore

through Clayton's heart. Clenching
his fists, he took a step forward. His
hands went up to tear aside the
curtains and to reveal himself to the
woman and her a'dmirer.
Just then a tap on the shoulder

made Clayton spin about. He had
thought himself alone in the tiny,
dim-lit alcove. But. as he turned
he saw a man who had appeared
seemingly from nowhere, and who
was peering fixedly into his eyes.
Clayton sought to speak, to demand

the reason of the other's mysterious
presence there. But for some reason
he was dumb. He tried to move, but
his hody would not respond to the call
of his will.
For a moment. the artist's feeble

will power tried to comb at the weird
grip that thA stranger's eyes were
having upoa him. Iut he felt himself
helpless, and weakly gave up the
struggle.
And now this flaming-eyed stranget'

was saying something to him. Then,
to all intents and purposes, Robert
Clayton fell asleep.
Harold Stanley, mounting the steps

of the apartment house, heard him-
self addressed, civilly enough, by a
man in the street behind him. He
turned, and recognized Alward, one of
Parrish's asistants-a plain-clothes
detective who had been working for
some weeks on the Crimson Stain
case.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Stanley," the

man was saying, and he added:
'That was a pretty fierce slap you
handed my chief in the Examiner
this morning. He-"
They both wheeled and with one

impulse dashed into the house. For
in the middle of Alward's words a
heavy-caliber revolver had been fired,
almost directly above their heads.
"That's from Vanya Tosca's apart-

ment! The second floor front,"
thought Stanley as he raced up the
single flight of stairs at the plain
clothes man's side. The window was
open.
On the living-room floor, face up-

ward, sprawled Truxton Lambert, a
bullet wound through his head.
Senseless anl lying asprawl on a rug,
just in front of the alcove curtains,
lay Robert Clayton. His clothing
was awry. One hand clutched a re-
volver.
Stanley bent over him as Alward

and the policeman knelt heside Lam-
bert. Listening at Clayton's heart
Stanley found the artist was still liv-
ing. No wound was on his body.
Indeed he seemed more like a man
who was fast asleep than like the
victim of a swoon.
Presently, Alward rose from IAm-

bert's side and crossed over to Clay-
ton. Taking the revolver from the
artist's nerv'eless fingers, he "broke"
it. One cartridge alone haa been
fired.
"That seems to settle it," pro-

nounced Alward, "he shot that other
fellow, and then keeled over from
shock at what he'd done. But what
Ican't understand is how he had

tIme to rob him, too, before we got
here. The other man's watch and
ring and studs are gone and his
pockets are inside out.".
'Then Clayton didn't do it!I" de-

clared Harold positively. "I've knewn
him all his life. He might or might
not shoot a man in anger. But he'd
never rifle the body, Beside, you
yourself seS he couldn't have done it
In the time he had. And there is no
sign of the loot anywhere about him,
No, we'll have to look further. I'll
stake my life on his innocence. And
I'll be responsible for his appearance
'"l court if he is wanted."

awakening to decadent minds and morals
is imminent.
Religion will play a. more important

part in every day life than at any time
in h~story. the seers declare. The war
In Europe will cause a spiritual awaken-
ing that will be different from any that
the world has known and it will bring
confusion to the churches, astrologers
predict.
Persons whose birthdate it is should

beware of false friends during the year,
Attention to business will bring success.

Out stepped-Parrish. The great
detective shut the door behind him,
silenced his subordinate's amzed
queries with a gesture and said im-
paratively:
"Come and help me search thk

fat."
With the dumfounded Alward fol-

lowing, Parrish led the way down the
hail toward the dining-room at the
rear. At the dining-room threshold
he halte;.
There at full length lay Vanya,

Tosca. Around her white throat
showed faint marks of the "fnger
necklace" so familiar to the police.
At Alward's cry of amazement

Stanley and the polioeman came run.
ning down the hall.
"The Crimson Stain!" exclaimed

Stanley in horror as he saw the tell-
tale bruises; "but the marks are
much fainter than ever I've seen
them."
Alward was chafing the uncon-

scious woman's hands. Parrish flung
a glasMful of loe water Into her face.
Slowly Vanys began to revive. Stan-
ley lifted a glass of spirits to her lips,
She sipped the fiery liquid, then shiv-
ered and sat upright.
"What's-what's happened?" she

murmured.
"That's what we're here to ask

you,' answered Parrish roughly.
"What do you know about all this?
Come, now, speak up!"
"i-I came In here to-to get some

cigarets for Mr. Clayton and Mr.
Lambert," she murmured incoher-
ently. "They were calling on me. I
came in here. And-and somebody
crept up behind me and caught me bythe throat. I--oh. I don't remember
anything after that-except that I
could not breathe."
"The Crimson Stain!" cried AlwardIn triumph, "that's it. lie tried to

strangle her. Then Clayton andLambert get to quarreling in the liv-ing room, and the shot scared this
Crimson Stain murderer away before
he could finish his work. That's it."
'Come back to the Living room, all

of you!" ordered Parrish. "Help the
lady along with us. We'll go over the
ground there once more."
Back they trooped to the scene of

the shooting, the rear of the flat be-
ing thus left vacant. And along the
vacated hallway ran Tanner. He
halted at a closet door, stooped, gath-
ered the half-suffocated Florence up
in his arms and sped back to the
kitchen with her.
"Quick!" whispered La Rue, who

awaited him there. "Get her out of
this. Take her to your own place and
finish the business there. It isn't
safe to do it here. I didn't count on
the front window being open and the
shot being located so quickly. V'an-
5a's explained the rest. But ihe
couldn't explain Florence Montrose's
body being found here."
Tanner, shifting his limp burden In

hie arms, bounded down the staIrs.
As he reached the side entrance he
tore away the enveloping coat. Flor-
ence lay very still, ner eyes shut, as
he half-carried, half-supported her to
the waiting cab. Tanner could have
sworn she was unconscious. %

Off started the taxi at Tanner's
word of command. Fastward it sped
until, at an avenue, it %as momen-
tarily checked by a crowd of traffic.
And in that moment the cab door
flew open. Tanner turned, an instant
too late to catch Florence as she
sprang to the ground.
He leaped out in pursuit, then drew

back. For thc girl was hurrying to-
ward a traffic policeman. Tanner
shouted to the chauffeur: and the
taxi wheeled about ano set oft at top
speed down a side street.
When Robert Clayton was finally

roused he seemed like P onan in a,
dream. He could give no clear ac-
count of himself; nor did he realize
at all what had happened. Stanley
took him home, again promising that
the artist should appear in court
when he was well enough.
Then Harold, leaving Alward on

guard at Clayton's studio, went to
his office. On his return, early in the
evening, Alward was still waiting In
front of the building.
Stanley glanced upward to see if

there were a light in Clayton's win-
dow. As he did ao. he saw a human
figure silhouetted against the night
sky-the figure of a man who stood
swaying on the high parapet of the
building, as if about to dive into the
street below.
Without a word. Rtanley rushed up.

stairs toward the roof. Alward fol-
lowed; but, not divining Harold's pur-
pose, ran into Clayton's top floor
studio. Then, presently, finding Stan-
ley had gone to the room, he, too,
clambered up through the open scut-
tle at the end of the topmost hallway.
Stanley, gaining the roof, beheld

Clayton, still swaying perilously on
the parapet edge as If trying to
nerve himself for the leap. He hurled
himself forward and seized the artist
just as the latter launched himself
Into space.
With a mighty heave Stanley

dragged Clayton back to safety. Clay-
ton, like a man newly aroused from
sleep, stood blinking uncertainly at
film. Before either of them could
speak, Aiward joined them. Clutch-
ing the artist by the shoulder, the
plain clothes man said:
"You are under arrest for the mur-

der of Truxton Lambhert."
"Under arrest?" stammered Clay-

ton dully. "I?"
"What does this mean?" asked

Harold in the same breath.
"What does this mean?" echoed Al-

ward. "It means he's the man a'e
want, Take a look at this note I
just found on his studio table.'
Stanley glanced at the half sn'oet

of paper. By the uncertain 1igh: Me
read:

"I am about to end my life. am.
guilty of the murder of Truxton iLan-
bert. Rosarr CLr'r' :r."
"This Is a horrible mistake of wem*

kind!" cried Harold.
"You're right it Ia," grimly assent

ed Alward. "He ought to have
junped a half second sooner."
(TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEKS

augury of success and happiness through
life.

(i dhtrib, 1916J)

Kills Sick Wife and Himself.
Cleveland, Ohio, Sept. 23-Conrad Martit

shot and killed his wife, Margaret, and
then kIlled himself at their home here.
TIhe crime was discovered today bya
neighbor, who found the couple dead.
Neighliors said the wife hadl been ill andtile husband had been .sen'lng in eashdAy as cae. tme bu.

Enthusiastic Rept
Gathered on Thi

Membera ot the Greater Capitl He
"sun]l jellifiesitiesa.

Y. M. A. ANDY. W..A
ARRANGE JOINT OUTIN6

Corn Roast to Be Given Friday Night
at Cherrydale. Va.

Miembers of th" Young Men's Christian
Association and the Young Women's As-
sociation are to have a joint outing to
the vacator; lIge of the |atter insttution
at Chserrydal. Va. Friday evening An
out-of-door otn roast will be the princi-
pal attraction.

Arrangements have been made hv%".
L. Johnson, of the Yo!:ng Men's Christian
Association. Miss Miriam Barstow, of
tne Young Wonieri's Chratian Associa-
tion, and the Vacation fodge committee.
comt'owd of Mrs Thomas Mitchell.
chairman. Miss Etisaeth Pierce, Mrs
John S. Scully. Mis Estelle Foster. Miss
Ellen Love. %jri W. I NIitchel Miss
M1. A. Cooke. Miss Milured Bartholow.
Mrs. 1 tI. Goslin. Mrs George W
Stone. and Miss Mary lippincott

TYPES
"Service."

Y NARA MOORE.

The kli hen meas red tw, 1lve by ift-en
f1et In it lay' her world Tim came
int, it every night at half past aix. bring:9-
n the evennitrz aper. Andi he read the
IoksS nd war newt tr. her Wh!c she
cleare awa the p:;per d1ei1S. r1ut the
baby to le-1, on the fire escap.,. at d
mAe sewed i a btton or darned Tim
and the nmil'-tion were the ,nv
e-ent ofhP r day a;.art from household
routine. Sorntimes h- as too tired to
read_ Ir even to talk to her Then '.e
U'r' to h d growling At th'.se tim-.
)-he sAt in the dark ind! held the bahy

or leaned out on the nre es< ape arnd
Aatihed !he t.eole in estreet below
Sokne had thle ki t h- ene'd her

I ia felt that the world outside was
onh a tt re. orld. The people were
no m *re real than the 0kering ones
n the cinemas to wh. hT, t had taken
fLer in courtship day' All reality ftir
helir contered im the s'htub un- r tie
-1rairing hosd hi the Ink. the gas stove
In the other orner an, the cradle It
wa :ke the lglr who had to keep
so many hal.- n e air :.1 roee I
'he eoked, ed, r.;rs, d ar Pse*e
-t a irtiin p I :t T1.o '.w Ik-
and wo-ked and wiried and kept t e

.1atujird, ray 'hak, o iu;, n I ng otni~
mAt -ed to --et t, -nt av with a
brithl, 1art F "e e that show, d

n Thev hid n, r ec'reati,., 1:%
.n holdays meank ". ' 5

a nl Tim had all I!~
to ketep thel- work 0- thes nnea'. -r
Thercin eher diffeted ard wre ar

frm their n-re tiirs Tim had - l-
tention of living from week to ae k a:
I, I'ell'He wanted a cottar. un day
:-d a hit of earth ,:- iom .Wen ci'y.
arI Delia nua wIlling . dr' 'es
for a more comtorthl!1 future But
sometimes. when fir d.,& she had be. n
alone, when her onlv outirgs wver-e 1e
nrly morning iinirday nase or 3-u-sons

to the grocer .-s we r red If she %woulid
he ahie ti, stick to b- ha-gai Hr
friend,, who lived Ieter. were quite
neleitlng her. iShe i-nnged for sor'- one
who could t'lk .o r :a wals pattern or
little Tin's latest tooth
And then h,-r husbarid h-gan to drift

awky from her Te was studying at
night school and gettirg or sery fast
indti. Wh'en the boss complimented him
or when him own ho;es made him elo-
1uent she wondered if she and the hahy'

were nit handicaoping him He wou'd
eucceid fadter without a family. a- Id she

begar to etiterlain a m' hd conviction
he wbid ihe had tot married

'\iat goid an I to h m"-' she wel-!
trying not ti sob lest she shAke the h-,;
and wake hii "Sure any one can cook
h-is Meals if he didn't han, to psi such
rent he nedn I wear m nde'd 1tthes
Tim reali' toved the haby. And this

Pelia knew ard was cratefui for But
she was getting too thin to he pretty and
hei was too tired to notice it nyw'ay. All
she wi a in the world was the bahy'0 ten.
der and Tim-a cook

n' ti,. wh',, Tim had forgoeten to
teal the 'nmi' s-cu n. Iila ;- kel uq,
the paper i:,l read fir hirself Then
she gian-ed at the headlines. and her
indifferent glance tiired to tages of the
war. There were pictures of haltlefielis
and great generals an'd airships, but one
that fixed her es-es was none of these.
It was ai iarge picture of a German flid
kitchen. The thina she saw was a rav-
eling stove and before ti etood an arms'
i-k A de--'ration,. the iron Cross, was
bing I-in' el to his coat.
Below the picture a brief newspapier

story podi' tribute to the work of the
German army' chefa. t'nder fire, in rain
andi sieet and buirating sheill, thie iook
and others like him had risked their
lives to carry hot rations in the men in
th-' treniches. The Kaiser hsd recog-
nized the impiortance of their service.
They aere decorated for peraonal hero.
lam as frequently as soldiers who car-
ried or manned guns Patient tending to
a soup kettle was as important to theIwelfare of the German army as good
marksmanship.
"The 'iuality of the food served to him

is the mieasure of the efficiency of the
man," said a famotis general.
Mrs. tDelia put down the paper. Hier

lips parted anid a pale color died her
cheeks.
"If I thought my cooking had anything

to do with Tim's work. it would be dif-
ferent." she whispered.
Then-
'Why, I suppose it does, after alt. My.

ain't it goin' to be awful interestin' just
to think about what he's eatin' an' what
it is goin' to do for him "

And after that Delia grew brisk and
lest dreary eyed. She h~d made the im-
portant discovery. She was not a drudge.
She was a builder.

iCoprtight. i9ls.)

Florida Robbers Flee to Everglades.
Miami, Fla., Sept. 23.-After outstrip-

ping a sheriff's posse in s motoroo. rac.
off Rock Harbor, four bank robhe-s, who
got $600 in a daylight hold-up of &e
State Bank, of Homnestesad. abansdonmed thec
heat in the vicinity of Tavanier Ce
and apparently hav etted inlte t
Dmeglades aaa witheas Msving a MeAL

~ .~ ~. o~e

iblican Boosters
1ir Recent Outing

9111 RepiMle"a Clb G napd at tb

MERNAIDS MAY DISPORT
AT i. W. U. TIIS WINTER
Bloomer Girls Probably Will Ue on the

Floor Doing Crawl Stroke.

Prett mermaids garbed In dainti
bloomers and ing flat on the flinor o

newspape's with their rrms and ef.
struggling nchanically throus h.e m"
tions cf a swimmer may he ..n, of tih
familIar ights at George Washire' 'n
versity this winter.
For plans are u' der ua a' the 'se'-

tution for the formation ,f a ''r+ swi'r-
nnti1g class ast p' ing F_ J rt
life-sar. expert of the p-let'-
nert offred to o.'ganie and 'atru-t a

class durt-g the session ,f !he eunmer
school. but platse a" formlated!so
late in th seso that it a at' ounI t-
ossible to put t+ - heme ir.'. eff.cI
With the reopening of tI' U', ,- t next
Wedne asA, howe r rai a," b.
pushed for h, fr-r-mastin ' I te'@wimmng c;ss
Mr I -n: t-r presented to hr .nre-,-

ofl9' is an Inter'-sting -11-' - of the
posed curse and If Ihe ass s hrIr-

-' .o sae pr~gam a> be adhe-r.'i
He pro'ed ti g: '- r 'teteetn lesior.,

-4even I- the aS,, 'r Ur ' tle m."
the ater
The course was t' , ,en for hot'

men and women Ittero LtS we'. I.
s.ed fr each nIderst "it ;-
a r I hspaper upon a -1

iearr..'g th.- --awl et'- a.- Ti. -

,'i.!t' art. tnstr'. At' wss- i-m-

One. f the oe r" rg a' -5 n' te

rrorram -as tP dtt:. a'htrs w

Und1er was- Anrc.. we '-,p
thait eat' h' edent wi a ' , ,,...'A
FT: k .is he.d :n a lo 'n' wa',' r.
kI t --j ubIu,-rge r-- a dve -r '' 1.a ps.
of time

C'r.c of the th't:s of the p'rne- ,.s.
the a'. .:ermrn- 'hat - h a , .I'
be ser'. in undr.'sstns inr a- -

Wh.e n-tails ere r.ot x e'
sto'd that the tudents ar .M be re -

to der ol ches oe- :hr 'a''
sots and then bta: Ir!t the
nw th mse 'es r! tie1' en t >mb-a es

at ie taking ar easy stroke

SOCIETY
arT F'k PAGE F-1 F

e -r S-!~ -d, 11-' M'. I

V n. g

Mr anc M r Ed'
Nrs Ti- r:.ton Le
J-.ts - Br n NMie
Ture'- and J n,.
M:l-s WAhit

tr' t he &'.ef ,tl:'-' hi: hi.e \\
'Hattmtme s-et. "cAl

'r lnds at a tpper -.r!

ar and. 'Ms er

co - b+. 5

moon hi re ar x

tainedMtsIn

<;

ihi.. as
noon at the r
Mr tan-d Mrs

Raul Tim

It, iiCo;-k:

M-- TIbnre a

was a re-r t the s-ch'1
A s-iria ent. ''t' r r Cr

he: ho' r M .. - hat :he --

tn-tr of ,-Ir " member . e \#

York 1ar Asso. lat'n
Nr- Th-nss I -t a ie 1- 6,,-
Phe g'.,. f I is t beorge y-,

Ih, -ottage at \' t FIo . .
day s.-tu;rred N

Mr and Mr's ;'''-t' Ti:d 'sbe -

hom, in H, hmr,, ITnWet-d' \0.
b1t- so i, hit''ii ti
Ladr W'ilhameT'y t d - lr.

MI Bs rendai Wi lsam'-Trar.-- s-ft Mi-
dlay !- N' w -M aok lhe"'.ithe. speia
few dasis hutf r' gon o - Sean i

Mrts P'earl F la-'seno.tetstta
numiber of frends Tsr..ai- e' a rr
parti In her icr'tta 's nt '- nt'is roy
when her guests It' 'de" Mr andi M,

tingham anel Mr James H T':rns'-
M~s. F'-ank S Houster and oce'eal

friends mtoroni Oter t.. Hrt Sp'."'gs
Tue-sday. where tiey spent tho star r-
turning that evening in the party w-ere
Mrs. Thomas B. YNu.l Mr-s 1ar pF.
sons. Mrs William H1 White and
Miss Eleanor Laswri cnee

10BBERY IN HAGERSTOWN
Pimmert Hardware. Co. Loge. gan

('ash and Assoretment of (iwods.
H'agerstown. Md. -iS'ept D' -The stor~e of

the Emmert Hardwar' t'- 'mn her,
was robbed last night for the eighth time

lis recent years, the thieses crrying oi'f
$M in cash. guns. revoly-cra, sIlv-erware.

knives. robes. etc. sune Iron safe was.
troken oper
1*nsuc-essful efforts were alase rade tI

enter the stores of Satrnuel Mi Rhtifer
and the shafft r-Fabser Company

LPeelOff YourFrecklej
To removec freckle. blot -hesa. or any
comptilextion difficulty,. the beist thing to doi

is to remove the skin Itself Tis Is eacsili
and harmlessly done by the appilication of
ordinary mrrcoilted Wax. The wax pseels
off the defective outer akin. a little each
~day, radually brInging the second layer.
of skin to view. The new skin Is beauti-flysoft, clear. white anid yougloo~kin.

Jus pecaurs a enc of toerente b'axat any drug store an mse lke cold cregam
- - -


